


x nc^rrcfgcanr. — 

H*fl. So profper 7, as T fwcate pcrfcclloue. 

Kin. And 7, as /loue Hillings witlvniy heart. 

Ktn. Midatn.yourfelfe are not exempt in this, 

Nor your (bane Ddrfer, Buckingham, nor you, 

\ ou haue becne factious one again ft the other: 
fe,ioue Lora Ha thugs, let him kifje your hand, 

And what you do, do itvnfainedly : 

HereHaftings, i will ncucr more remember 
Our former hatred, (o thriue I and mine. 

L>or. Thus encerchange of loue,] here proteft, 

Vpon my p,rt dial i be vnuiolable. 

Ha. And fo fwearc 1 my Lord. 

ICi». Now princely Buckingham feale thou this league 
With thy embracements to my wiues allies, 

And make me happie in your vnitir. 

Buc. When euer Buckingham doth turne his hate 
On you,or yours, but with all dutious loue 
Doth cherilhyou and yours, God puniil? me 
With hate, in chote where I expetft mod loue, 

When I baue moft neede to imploy a friend. 

A nd ro oft allure d that he i s a friend, 

Dee pe, hollow, rrechcrous, and full of guile 
Be he vnto me.Tbis do I beggeof God, 

When I am cold in zcalc to you or yours. 

Kin. A plealing cor dialJ princely Buckingham, 

7s this thy vowc vnto my fickly heart : 

There wameth new our bratherGJofterhcre, 

To make the perfetft period of this peace. 

Enter Glocefier. 

Buc. And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 

Glo. Good morrow to my foueraigne king and ejucenc. 
And princely peerc$,a happie time of day. 

Km. Hjppie indced,as we haue fpent the day : 

Brother, we haue done deedcs cfcharitie : 

Made peace ofenmitie,faire loue of hate, 

Betwcene thefe /welling wrong inccnicd Peeres. 

Go. A blelled labour tnoft liieratgne liege, 

Amongft this pitncely n^ape,!f any here 
By wife intelligence, or wrong furmife, 

Hold 





ofRichard the third. 

Hold me a foe,ifI vnwittingly or in my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence,] defire 
To reconcile me to hisfricndly peace, 

Tis death to me to beatenmitie. 

I hate it, and defire all good mens loue. 

Firft Madame,] inrreatncace ofyou, 

Which I will purchafe with my dutious feruice. 

Of you my noble coufen Buckingham, 
it euer any grudge were lod'gd betwcerc vs. 

Ofyou my Lord Riuers : and Lord Gray of you, 

Thatall without defa t luucfrowaden me, 
Dufces.Earlcs, Lords, Gentlemen, in deed of all : 

] do not know that Engl Ih man aliue, 

Wn h whom my foulc is any jottc at oddes, 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

/thanke my God for my humilirie. 

_ A holv day fhall this be kept hereafter, 

I would. to God all ftrifes were well compounded, 

My foueraigne liege 1 do belecch your Maieftie 
To take oik brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Wby Madame, bane 1 offced loue for this. 

To be thus Icorrde in this royall pretence 
TVao knowes not that the noble Duke is dead 
You do him imuric to fcornc his coarfe. 

Ri. Who knowes not he is dead i who knowes he ? 

^ ? u. All teeing heaiin, what a world is this ? 

Buc. Lookel fo pale Lore Duteft asthcrc ft? 

Dor. 1 my good Lord, & no one in ihis prcfcncc, 

But his red colour hath forfookc hischeekes. 

Km. Is Clarence deadfthr order was t euerft. 

Glo. But he (poore foulc). by your fir ft order didc> 
Andthatawinged Mercury did be arc, 

Some tardie cripple horc the countermaund. 

That came too lagge to tee him buried: 

God grau.M that fomeldfe noble, and idle loyall, 

Ncerer in bloody thoughts v hut cot-in blood : 

Deferuc nut worte then wretched Clarence did, 

And yetgoc currant from lulpition. Enter Darbie, 
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